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bother about it ?   But they would never have abandoned the
site, even though to live there meant certain fever and death.

I walked under the eucalyptus trees, looking for someone
to show the churches to me, but the place appeared deserted.
There are three churches close together in the garden, one
of them a circular baroque building on a slightly higher level
to the right. The word " Silentio " was written everywhere,
but there was no need for it: the only sound was the cooing
of ring-doves in cages among the tall dark trees. Turning a
corner I came upon a human being, a Trappist monk who was
digging in the soil with a kind of violence. I felt that every
spadeful was doing his soul good. He thrust the spade into
the earth as if he were striking it into the heart of Satan, and
he lifted it and shot the soil away as if he were shovelling sin.
The sweat stood on his head and he gave himself no rest.

I wanted to talk to him, but there was a notice with
" Silentio " within a few yards of him. I remembered Robert
Louis Stevenson's disastrous attempt to talk to a Trappist,
and thought it better not to risk a mutual embarrassment. In
the hope that he might be temporarily released from his vow of
silence, I lingered near watching him, wondering why he
worked with such unbecoming zeal. He turned and saw me,
and with a slightly resentful expression continued to dig with
fury. He was quite a young monk, and his face would have
pleased El Greco.

I went into one of the three churches, which astonished me
because it was that rare thing in Rome, an almost Gothic
building. I stood in a long, bare, white nave that might have
come from France. While I was wondering in whose honour
this church was built, an elderly French Trappist, evidently
one whose duty it is to show visitors round, came up and told
me that it was the church of St. Vincent and St. Anastasius.
He told me the story of St. Vincent.

" He was a deacon of Saragossa, in Spain," he said, " and
was tortured and slain under Dacian during the persecution of
Diocletian in 304 A.D. The Christians gathered his remains
and eventually buried him in the cathedral at Valentia.
In the Eighth Century, when the Christians of Valentia were
forced to fly from the Moors, they took up the relics of St.
Vincent and went by sea to a cape, now called Gape St.